*    The Royal Chaplain    *
The minister complied and, after dismissing the
attendants, the two began to talk.

'How is your Reverence's charge, the King's
younger son?' began Yazathingyan.

'He is not as forward for eighteen as I could have
wished/ replied the prelate.
"Is it inattention or backwardness?'
*I find it hard to say. He is certainly inattentive;
backward he may also be, for he seems to have little
real comprehension/

"Is he not just a normal youth, rather stupid and fond
of girls?' suggested the minister.

*He is fond of girls, and of food and drink, but he is
not quite normal. He has done some queer things.'

This news was not exactly what Yazathingyan
wanted to hear. An ordinary stupid youth would have
suited him better, for his idea was not only to displace
Prince Thihathu but to put in as king somebody who
would leave everything in his hands. However, he had
no alternative, and continued:

'About a month ago your pupil called on me.'
The Chaplain moved his head in assent.
*I gave him certain assurances on that occasion, pro-
mised to use my influence to get him estates. But
matters have moved more rapidly than I expected.
There is now an early prospect of the succession falling
vacant. That, at least, is my reading of the recent
happening on Popa. As keeper of the royal horoscope,
it is in your Reverence's power to confirm me/

*I cannot disclose to you the terms of the King's horo-
scope,' replied the Chaplain firmly, 'but it may interest
you to know that I have carefhlly projected my pupil's.'